nobles for company. Over his shoulder he had flung a bag
of gold pieces which he scattered among the workmen who
were still trying to create a gap which the flames could
not leap.

All along the front of fire his Majesty rode, encouraging
the men with words and gold, and inspiring them to re-
newed efforts by the force of example. Wherever the fire
seemed hottest he dismounted and actually risked his royal
person. Shovel in hand he toiled, now in Cripplegate, now
at the Temple, beside the rabble of London. He ventured as
near to the fire as any of them. He exposed himself as freely
as any to the dangers of falling walls and debris. He and
his brother splashed through mud and water, their silks and
laces begrimed and scorched, their faces black with smoke.
It was the scene of which Dryden sang

Now day appears and with the day the King,
Whose early care had robbed him of his rest;
Far off the cracks of falling houses ring
And shrieks of subjects pierce his tender breast.

Near as he draws, thick harbingers of smoke
With gloomy pillars cover all the place;
Whose little intervals of night are broke
By sparks that drive against his sacred face.

For two days Charles laboured as arduously and as vainly
as any of his subjects. Only once did he pause in his round
of manual work, inspection and consultation. He stopped
for some minutes to watch the terrible splendour of St.
Paul's all ablaze, the molten lead of the roof running down
in fiery streams, the glorious dome rising like a torch from
the sea of fire made by ten thousand houses burning all
at once.
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